Control of the Corridors Chap 18
Emily’s Story

I remember that cold but sunny December day well, just days before Christmas and the wait on the station platform with my mother for her train. She was coming to stay again as she always did in the school holidays, my cousin Jane, who I loved dearly. I looked forward to these holidays with such joy, to have a friend around and lighten the mood in the home I shared with my parents.

It wasn’t easy being a vicar’s daughter and at twelve years of age I was beginning to realise that we were somewhat different from other families. I began to see that there was a performance to put on, airs and graces to be maintained and a strict rules of etiquette and behaviour that were to be expected. My mother and especially my father thought that we were upstanding pillars of the community, respected and loved by all. But, I began to see that this was just not so, especially after I had landed at senior school. Things were changing, people had new found freedoms and time on their hands and money in their pockets. Yes father had his little flock but the sheep were dwindling and the vast majority of his parishioners were elsewhere on Sunday mornings.

It was going to be fun having Jane around again and at least for a few weeks, I hadn’t seen her since the summer holidays. The train steamed in bringing with it its unique smell, carriage doors opened and we waited expectantly. For a while I began to think she wasn’t on it, she had missed it or her parents had suddenly arrived back from overseas and she wasn’t coming. Then at the far end I spotted her or at least what I thought was her.
Her case was being unloaded from the guards van and a kind porter wheeling it along beside her. Even from a distance she looked different, older and grown up and had the stance of a woman and not the 14 year old cousin I had said goodbye to in September. She got closer and although I picked up her smile I could tell she had changed. She’d blossomed too, gone was the little girl I remembered, she had a bosom, hips and shape and was no longer straight up and down just like me. It wasn’t significant by any means, slight, but it was there for all to see and I could see that other people could see it as well, even the porter treated her like a lady when he deposited her case in front of us.

She hugged my mother first and mother kissed her cheeks, then it was my turn. Her clothing smelt of the journey, travel and smoke but underneath it was Jane, her sweetness and perfume that was uniquely her and that that I adored. ‘Good to see you’, she whispered and then we parted. We wandered out towards the car, mother struggling with her case. We were fighting between people and there wasn’t much to say but I could still see reactions, reactions of men to Jane and the pretty woman come schoolgirl dressed in her neat uniform.
In the car we were still quiet, mother was babbling on about some Christmas Carol Concert that we were attending tonight which was all news to me. It was in the next town, in the big church and we would travel after our evening meal where father would take part in the service. I tried to think of ways to get out of it, I wanted to be with Jane, catch up on the months that we had been apart but it would have been no use, once my parent’s minds were made up that was it.

Back at home at last we had our time together. Jane shared my room as she always did, another mattress put down on the floor where I would sleep and she’d have my bed. We were told to get changed and be ready for this evening and I would help Jane unpack. I made space for her in my wardrobe and shuffled around emptying a drawer. We talked endlessly about school and friends, sometimes boys and pop stars, we were comfortable again with each other.

We needed to change and be ready and we did as we always did, undress in front of one another. Jane did so without any cautious modesty, I guessed she was use to it sharing a room at school with another girl. I stood there staring at her in her navy blue school knickers and a chemise top that hid her teenage bra. She caught me looking, it embarrassed me because I was thinking she was beautiful and grown up.

She smiled and was upon me, helping me with my dress, unbuttoning it down the back and letting it fall. I felt self conscious now, holding myself awkwardly in my vest and purple school knicks. She kissed me on the forehead, a cousin to cousin kiss that said we should not be embarrassed about each other. Her hand whizzed across my bottom and made me shudder.

‘Your new school knickers’, she remarked, ‘I like their shade of purple and they look wonderful on you’.

That touch was electric and sent a shudder down my spine. For a moment we stood and stared at each other, our eyes locked in a searching, darting penetration that seemed to be asking questions that I didn’t understand. Where my head couldn’t work it out my mouth had already answered and was smiling back at Jane with encouragement. It seemed as if that was all she needed, confirmation that it was ok and the hand was back.

Her fingers breezed over the soft cotton of my bum cheeks. She pulled me towards her and held me in her arms. My head sat against her bosom and melted into her chemise, her perfume filling my head in a delirious whirl of confusion. It felt nice, her fingers brushing my roundness, dancing in swirls, tickling and sending butterflies to my tummy.

There were other feelings too, sparkles and tingles that seemed to be shooting everywhere around my lower torso. There was an ache between my legs and little spasms that shot through my little ‘Susan’. Her fingers still caressed, travelled, smoothed, held and twirled. For that moment I wanted to stay here forever. Then mother was calling, asking us if we were getting ready. In an instant Jane’s finger whizzed down between my bottom cheeks and onto my skin. There was a swirl of touch on my inner thigh and it was gone and we were apart.

‘Yes’, I called out, ‘nearly ready’.
We quickly both got changed into something appropriate for the Christmas Carol service and made our way down stairs. He was there, my father in all his glory, in truth I was beginning to realise that he was just a pompous old twerp. We all sat down for some tea and I watched him play his little game of self righteousness. He seemed different towards Jane too, he looked at her just the way those men had looked her at the station, kind of strange and leering like he had just realised she had grown up. I was appalled by him and felt like he was now leaving me out of the conversation, just like I was a little girl.

He carried on that way too, in the car on the way to the Carol Service. It was just like I wasn’t there, the conversation bounced between him and mother and then onto Jane, trying to make her laugh and like him. I was beginning to see through him, I didn’t like what I saw.

In the service, Jane and I managed to steer ourselves towards a pillar and the other side of the aisle. We were out of the way, mother had joined the elite band of wives somewhere near the front and I was thankful that I was now rid of them both. We sat quietly for a moment and I think Jane could see I was rather withdrawn. She held out for my hand and that pleased me, somebody cared and I gave her a big smile.

I felt comfortable with her, that confusion came over me again, I felt different with her now and she in a funny sort of way with me too. She held my hand throughout the service, it felt nice to be alongside her singing and just being in her company. She squeezed it too when pompous father gave his little sermon on the sanctity of Christmas and how we should be praising the ‘birth’ and looking inward at our family. What a hypocrite I thought after the way he treated me earlier and it was obvious that Jane thought so too.

On the way back it was cold in the car and we were both tired. Mother suggested we cover ourselves with the old blanket and keep warm. Jane made a little shush sign in the darkness and to feign being a sleep and we closed up beside one another underneath and cosy. I could feel her close to me it was like being in the bedroom again and I began to slumber into her shoulder.

She held my hand again under the secrecy of the blanket dragging it into her lap where it was warm and cosy. Those little sparkles and tingles were back again in my lower tummy, I could feel Jane pressing my hand into the little ‘V’ of her skirt. It was warmer there, just like it was warmer in the same place on my lower tummy, I wondered if Jane had those same little tingles. They gossiped in the front leaving us to be quiet in the back, I was glad, safe and warm and snuggled up next to my cousin.

Her hand moved, she slunk further into the seat and I was aware of her dress being pulled upward. A finger from her other hand pressed against my lip telling me to be silent. Her hand was guiding me now, between her legs, leading me inward towards her ‘Susan’. I was confused and excited, it was just like before in the bedroom, there was a bond between us something nice and I wanted it.

A finger and thumb took my finger and guided it up and under and then down between her legs. I touched her knickers, the navy knickers she had been wearing earlier, it was hot like it was on fire, damp too and she steered me to where she wanted it to be. Then the finger and thumb showed me what they wanted me to do, glide along the cotton up and down and just press gently inward.

I could feel her ‘Susan’, it felt just as mine did, a little dip of a valley transcending down ward toward my bottom. I travelled along it now almost unaided, the finger and thumb holding my wrist and keeping the pressure just where Jane wanted it. A little kiss was secretly planted on my hair, an appreciation that I was doing it just right. It pleased me to be touching there, it pleased me that Jane was pleased too and I squirmed in my seat too as a wonderful feeling passed through my body too. I was in love, I knew I was, it had to be love, what else could it be to be in this heavenly place.

We came to a sudden halt, we were home and we quickly straightened ourselves up, feigning awakening as we went.

‘An early night’, my mother suggested, ‘a glass of hot milk and straight to bed I think, Jane has had a long day’.

There were no arguments the front doors were already open and the cold night air rushing in. I pulled back the blanket and smelt the electrifying pungency of Jane’s hot little ‘Susan’. 

Inside we waited and took our milk and crept willingly up the stairs. For a moment I was still confused and even possibly scared. What had happened back there and indeed what had happened earlier this evening? Jane looked at me lovingly and smiled and came rushing across to hug me.

‘That was so nice’ she said flinging her arms around my neck and kissing me on the cheek, ‘I want to hug and cuddle you all night’. She was pulling and unbuttoning my clothing again, helping me undress and having me stand there in those purple school knickers again. I felt hot down there and exposed and she was soon stroking my bottom again. Her eyes darted around my face, intently seeking for a sign that I did not object and then when I sighed at the pure delight that my bottom felt she made her move.

Jane was there, where I had been moments before in the car. A finger danced over my mound and made me shiver and back away but then I recovered and pushed forward meeting her as she found me again. Those eyes were watching again, looking for certainty’s that she could go on. My head flopped onto her shoulder in a response that said it all. I couldn’t stand properly either, my legs felt like jelly as over and over again those fingers traced up and down my school knickers. I felt her skirt drop too and her kicking it away and yet all the time one hand had been doodling between my legs.

‘Me too please’, she whispered in my ear and helping my hand downward to where I had been before.

I was there again, we were doing it to each other and I could hear her deep breathing breeze over my ear lobe. Jane had me parting my legs too, helping me understand just how I was meant to be and how I should react. Hers too drifted apart and I could feel the spread of her puffy mound beneath her own knicks, it was so wonderful because at that moment I knew she was feeling exactly what I was feeling.
Then she stopped and started steer me toward the bed, getting me ready too, pulling at my vest and exposing my almost flat chest. Her lips rained down in them taking my flat little nips alternatively into her mouth, her slippery saliva swirling around and spinning my head in a daze. She left me for a moment and scurried around, undressing herself and finding our nighties. I lay flopped on the bed like a helpless doll waiting for her to come back. My tummy felt as if a sparkler was exploding everywhere and my hot little ‘Susan’ was dying for her to come back.

 Then she was joining me, lying beside me, drawing me to her, searching into my eyes, and finding my lips all in an instant that felt like I’d travelled a million miles in a split second. I was being kissed, on the lips, hers parting and instructing mine to follow hers. Now it was my head that was exploding with fireworks, my mind dazzled in wonder as she soft and sensually kissed me.

She chased me with kisses, encouraging up and into the bed and under the covers as we went. I made room for her as she slipped in beside me and embraced me as her lover. Those fingers were seeking me out again, stroking, probing and pushing the purple cotton into me. Again I followed her lead, into the dampness of her navy blue, tracing her and having her gasp again and again.
We had to stifle our cries, gently sighing at every touch but it was wonderful, I felt wanted and loved like I had never been before. Triggers in my head clicked and turned over cogs of imagination and set scenes of fulfilment. There was torment too, punishment and learning that insisted that this was wrong, this was not how the Good Book described it. But, the feelings between my legs said different.
Jane had my knicker leg pulled and pushed to the side now, a finger glided over the split in my little ‘Susan’ and my world had begun. For a moment I thought I had wet myself but then it all felt a lot more slippery as that delicious and so gentle finger slid up and down. She was encouraging me too, having me partly pull her navy school knickers down and find her. She gently whispered instructions of where to find her and what to do, parting her legs and insisting I should enter her. Kisses rained down on me too, my nose, my lips and anywhere she could show her gratefulness.

My finger entered her, was slurped inward and sucked into a wonderful wet world. ‘Fuck it up and down’, she said, ‘put your thumb here and touch gently’, she insisted. I did as I was told and her gratitude rewarded me as her mouth found its way under my vest to find one of my nipples again. Electricity shot round my body and I could feel her legs clamping my hand as her body shook and shuddered. 

Then I was in her arms, warm and secure. She sucked my fingers, the fingers that had been inside her, licking them clean and washing away that pungent perfume that had coated them. Then when she was finished and satisfied, her hand was caressing me again. By now my school knickers were very damp down there, my little ‘Susan’ still bristled with excitement and her first touch had me squirming and like putty in her hands.

Jane was so tender and loving towards me, telling me how much she loved me and my sweet little body. Her fingers were hooking the leg cuffing to one side again and she began where she left off with one of them gliding so gently up and down my split. Why didn’t she take them off I wondered and in the next breath I knew why.

‘I love your knickers’, she declared, ‘I adore the colour and the sweet way they show off your perfect little bottom’. ‘I love the way swell over here’, she said giving my mound a complete swirl of her luscious fingertips. 

‘It so reminds me of looking after the little one’s at school’, she whispered, ‘alone and homesick and needing an older ‘cousin’ to comfort them’.

That finger was probing now, slipping between and finding me slippery and very wet. The tingles in my tummy increased and I found myself biting my lip half in fear and half in excitement of something new.

‘Don’t worry’, she said kissing my forehead, ‘I won’t hurt you, I’ve had lots of practice taking my girls on their journey to knowing just how their little pussy’s work, I’ll be very gentle’.

I knew I was safe with Jane, it felt that way in her arms and those fingers were lulling me into a heavenly place I’d never been before. Inward she slipped, opening me and swirling around in the most delicious manner. There were little pushes and probes and then I felt part of her in me, my toes did the most explosive shudder of delight.

‘I’m not going to harm you’, she whispered, ‘just let you have what I have just had’.

Her finger began to slide inward and outward and perhaps no more than an inch or so. For a moment I thought I would suck it inward and it would be lost forever and forever give me those sweet feelings down there. Then her thumb joined in the rhythm and slipped up and down my crack as though it was looking for something. Oh my god, it’s found something, a little bump at the top and her touching that had me delirious with love for her.

‘I’m taking you there’, she said, ‘your first orgasm, your first cum on the fingers of another girl, I hope it won’t be your last’.

I didn’t know where I was, it didn’t feel like this world. I flopped loose like a rag doll and let my loving cousin Jane touch me. My head was somewhere else, somewhere I had never been but now always wanted to be. I was being loved like never before, my mother’s love could never be this way and yet here with my cousin I was being loved and funny in my head knew that I was in love.

I was biting my lip now, the sensations between my legs were boiling. I felt like I was going somewhere, a journey unknown and yet I knew that when I got there everything would be wonderful. Jane seemed to be concentrating on that little bump that was where it was happening. Her thumb danced and slipped over it time and time again and each little travel had me whimpering. Then it came, I didn’t know what it was but my brain told me this was what I had been waiting for, sparks were flying everywhere, everything rushed around and then there was a calm, an ebbing calm like being in a sand dune with my eyes shut and being kissed by the sun. My eyes were shut but warm breezes wafted over my legs and up my dress and over the mound of my knickers. Gulls squealed somewhere in the distance and I wanted to lay here forever.

I was being kissed now by Jane, on the lips again but now somehow different. She was encouraging them apart, swirling hers around mine in an ever widening motion. Then I received it, her tongue twisting inward to find mine and perform a dance of chase and chase. If I thought I was in love before then I definitely knew I was now, my body glowed and my head told me I had found a special place Then we broke and cuddled and Jane gave me some memorable words ‘girls are better with girls’.

We slept deeply, occasionally I remember dreaming that we had both awoke and found each other’s arms again, cuddled in and went back to the dream land. And, that was how we woke the next morning, holding each other, an arm somewhere or a hand on a hip.
We slipped down to breakfast, dressing gowns hiding our state of undress underneath. Mother was in a hurry, my father already gone and her making noises that for the day we would have to fend for ourselves. There was a kiss on the forehead as I dreamily stared into my cereal bowl and she was off.

In my head a light went on, I looked up at Jane and we both smiled. There was a rush on now, to wash up after breakfast and be back in the bedroom and alone together. I counted the hours we would be together and it pleased me. Jane was insisting on a bath and I went with her to help her run it to the perfect temperature.

We stood there watching it fill, cleaned our teeth together and then Jane stopped it. 

‘It’s not full enough yet’, I declared.

‘It doesn’t need to be’, she replied, ‘it’s for both of us’.

An excitement came over me, we hadn’t bathed together for years, since we were little and I never thought we would do it again. But here this morning it was something different, not just a chore to get clean but something more thrilling. Jane insisted she undressed me and I watched her in the mirror slowly pull my vest off and my knickers down. I stepped out of them and she insisted I do the same for her.

I shivered in anticipation, disposing of her dressing gown and seeing her standing there in a sweet little camisole and her own navy school knickers. Her breasts were so firm, jutting perfectly through the pretty material. She helped me lift upward to expose them in the coolness of the bathroom. Instinctively I leant forward and cupped one of them, palming it in the gentlest of little swirls. She held it there and slipped her other hand downward between my legs and teased a finger gently through my ‘Susan’ and into the wetness that was already forming there.

Then she grabbed my hand and led me to the water and we both helped one another in. We sat down, ours legs managing to find a natural path past one another and we began to wash each other down. I remembered sharing a bath with Jane when we were much younger and they were special times for splashing and fun. But now it felt kind of strange we both knew that today had some loving and intimate purpose and again excitement started its tingling journey through my body.

Jane started first, almost as if she had the expertise and I wondered if she had done this before. Her soapy hands swarmed over my body with care and attention, fingers and palms brought soap to all the parts that were regularly cleaned. But, then I noticed a lingering and repetition, they came back over my chest and on to my nipples over and over again. There was a dull ache there now, not of pain but of pleasure and it turned on a switch down below.

I was encouraged to pick up the soap and do the same, following my cousins so tender touch. Her breasts felt enormous and I watched her nipples swell and become harder to my touch. Jane gasped and held my wrist there for moment allowing my fingers to swirl in the lather. Then she was guiding me downward and between her legs and onto her sex.

The lather had gone now, the soapy froth floating away to expose her minge and it was there that she placed my hand. I could see it was different to mine, pouty and plump and when I was encouraged again to touch it there it was wet and slippery. I was puzzled at what I found there and it hadn’t been washed away by the water, it was oily and even more slippery than soap. Jane encouraged me to be there again, slipping my fingers into her and pulling them gently inward and outward.

Her fingers were back with me too, just like last evening, gently testing and probing and running around in circles as if to find a way in. She leant forward and we managed a kiss, a kiss again in which our tongues intertwined and sent the most wonderful messages all over my body. She gasped into my mouth as I started to finger her at a slower pace. She found me now and was deliciously touching me has she had done last night.

‘I’m going to go in’, she said, ‘inside you like you are in me’. ‘We are going to pop your little cherry, so there might be a little hurt but here in the warm water the pain will soon slip away’. ‘Don’t worry’, she said, ‘all the girls trust me’.

Her fingers started probing again, sorting of pushing and trying to get past something. For a moment I thought she was going to really hurt me but there was a swish in the water and she was beyond. She hugged me as I yelped, held me and comforted me still with her fingers now inside me as far as I was inside her. Moments went by and she was right, the stabbing ache was going and I felt her move down there. Slowly and gently she went in and out just like I had done to her. It felt good and she whispered in my ear, ‘this is finger fucking’.

We were back kissing again, our tongues dancing in each other’s mouths whilst down below we played the little fucking game. My head thought I was on another planet, it span in a delirium of pleasure, where thought just went and I just waited for her fingers to travel again and again. We stopped for a second to look downward at what we were doing.

‘Is this nice’, Jane asked.

I had to think for a moment but then her fingers were travelling in again and all I could muster was a gasping ‘yes’.

‘Girls are much better at this than boys’, she said, boys are rough and hurried, believe me this is much nicer’.

She was encouraging me again, showing me with her other hand about where to put my thumb and how I should finger her whilst I was doing it. ‘Like this’, she instructed by finding me with her thumb.

We were kissing and tonguing again, fingering and touching the little bumps too and if I thought it was all delicious before it now felt a hundred times better. There seemed to be a purpose now, we both had to gasp into our kisses and excerpt little moans into each other’s mouths. It seemed to be a journey, a journey of pleasure where everything just got better and better. Jane slowed down on me and I instinctively had to with her. It was as though we were coming to an end, an end that I didn’t want to reach and I knew Jane didn’t either. But my moans got bigger until finally my body went into a crescendo of pleasure where my head swam in some delirious land of happiness.

When I came to, Jane was riding fingers and pressing deeply against my thumb, her tongue grasped and wrestled with mine like she wanted to tear it off. It was a little bit of a fright but then I knew where she was going and that we had both been there together. I cuddled her and felt the steamy beads of perspiration on my shoulder and then it was noticeable that the water was getting cold so we quickly finished washing each other and dived back to the bedroom to dry ourselves.

Jane insisted that we dry each other and started on me first. I felt like a very young girl again, clean and warm and about to be put into a warm nightie. But Jane had other ideas she scrabbled around in my dresser and found me fresh school knickers and a pretty little vest that I kept for special occasions. Then it was my turn to dry her and for some reason my head told me to take my time. Well at least I did on her breasts and between her thighs, I was curious, she was older and had things and shapes that I didn’t have and was sure to get.

Between her legs her minge had a downy covering of hair, fine and very light in colour and until now I hadn’t really taken much notice of it. Her mound pouted at me and a glisten of wetness caught my eye, I just had to let my finger run through it. Jane shivered with delight but then pulled my hand away.

‘Dress me’, she said pulling me toward the drawer I had given her.

‘What do you want to wear’, I asked.

‘What you’re wearing a vest and school knickers’, came her reply.

I slipped a pretty little embroidered camisole over her head and down to cover her breasts. I was about to hook out a fresh pair of navy blue’s when she stopped me.

‘Have you a spare pair of your purples’, she asked, ‘I want to be dressed just like you’.

It was a strange request, why did she want my knickers, why not her own?

I went to my knicker drawer and pulled a pair from the bottom. They were new and one size bigger, a mistake made by my mother who said I would grow into them. They still had their label tied on in a loop cotton and I picked at it to get it off. They were so soft to touch, so new and fresh and I put them to my face to feel them. Then I had my cousin step into them and she had me slide them up. She was insistent too that I put them in their place, adjusting them at the waist and around the awkward cuffing of the legs. She shivered with delight as my fingers ran under the elastic to straighten them all out. She parted her legs ensuring that I knew that there needed attending to as well.

She was warm there and I could smell that perfume again, the same that had smothered my fingers last evening. I knelt there mesmerised and intoxicated, now I knew what it meant and what it stood for. Jane pulled my head onto her purple tummy and now it really filled my head. Strange thoughts came my way, thoughts of the girls at my school, the girls I liked and the ones I now realised that I focussed on. I had visions of them in the changing rooms, my envy of their perfect shapes, their perfect and growing breasts, their enticing bubble bottoms and best of all the inviting V’s between their legs.

I began to run my fingers over Jane’s knicker covered mound. She squirmed and willingly spread her legs to let me at it. I traced the contours and the little valley of purple and felt it warm and in places hot. My new knickers  had for a moment a different meaning, no longer were they the drab hindrance of my school uniform but now they could contain something more interesting, something that in my head was now telling me was desirable.

Jane was pulling me upward, kissing me and finding my tongue again, guiding me back to bed. There were cuddles, moments where we just looked longingly into one another’s eyes, an hour or so where we just teased each other here there and everywhere, fingering and an age where I just felt like I was on another planet. More explosions too, ‘orgasms’, Jane said, we had many.

This is how the Christmas holiday went, we found that opportunity whenever we could. It kept us out of the way of my parents and their invited guests and so it became fortunate for us all. Jane said too it was better to be out of the way of my creepy father, who’s leering at her was becoming something she became scared of. She said she thought there was something peculiar about him, he likes young women she implied and then went on to talk about the age difference between him and my mother and how he’d married my sister off to a much older man.

I thought about those comments a lot over the years and stood back and watched his antics, Jane was right he had a peculiar obsession with younger women. That Christmas and the years of watching quite put me off men!
